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general direction and made sure of finding Nuri
somehow. I had no idea how far ahead he and his
detachment were, but they would certainly have to
halt and water their animals, and I knew from the
map that there was a large pool at Mezerib. As I
rode over the stubbly downs which stretched away
westward from Tel Arar, I wondered what I should
do if I ran into an enemy patrol. I had a Webley
in my saddle-bag and pulled it out to see that it was
loaded, though I had not much confidence in my
ability to use it from camel-back. Every few mo-
ments I looked up nervously to see whether one of
the Deraa planes was following me, but they too had
vanished, and I felt very lonely. Suddenly I saw a
riderless camel standing pitifully on three legs, the
fourth a spongy stump from which blood poured
slowly. Its saddle and bridle had been carried
away, but it did not look like one of the two thous-
and, and I supposed it to be one of Lawrence's, It
looked quite happy, but to save it from a lingering
death I shot it through the head with my Webley.
A red spot sprang out on its cheek-bone, showing
that I had not missed, but the patient beast merely
looked round at me and went on chewing. At a
second shot it shuddered and fell suddenly as a tree
falls.
There were two railway stations at Mezerib, one
of which was the junction between the Deraa-
Palestine line and a dismantled French line from
Damascus which ran parallel to and only a few miles
away from the Hejaz railway. The other station
was on this French line, about half a mile from the
junction, and here I found Nuri and his detachment
on the point of attacking the junction. It was a
great comfort to be with friends once more, and the